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And wifht liimfelfe hir fire,
When fhe hir fire embraft,
For neither kith nor km could then
Haue made his meaning chaft.

^ The Grecian king had not

The powre for to denay,

His own deare child, and fonne in lawe

The thing that both did pray.

And downe his daughter falles,
To thanke him on hir knee,
Suppofmg that for good fucceffe,
VVhich hardefl happe mufl be.

But (leaft my tale feeme long)
Their mipping is preparde :
And to the Ihore this aged Greeke,
Ful princely did them guard.

There (melting into mone)
He vfde this parting fpeech :
Daughter (quoth he) you haue denie
Your fillers court to feech.

Your filler feemes likewife,

Your companie to craue,

That craue you both, and Tereus here

The felfe fame thing would haue.

Ne coulcle I more withftande
So many deepe defires,
But this (quoth he) remember al
Your father you requires,

And thee (my fonne of Thrace})
I conllantly coniure,
By faith, by kin, by men, by gods,
And al that feemeth fure,